"I'm starting to have second thoughts about this plan of yours." Lincoln said.

"Relax, Lincoln! I spent all morning planning this out, there's no way it can backfire! I just gotta get this stupid message in..." Clyde said, struggling to jam a folded love letter into Walt's beak through his birdcage.

"It's backfiring pretty hard, man."

"I'll go through whatever I have to if it means I get to be with Lori!" Clyde exclaimed. Walt, tired of dodging around, just grabbed the note to make him stop. "Success! Alright Lincoln, open the cage!" Lincoln hesitantly complied, opening Walt's birdcage. "Alright... Lincoln's pet bird-"

"Walt."

"-Walt! Go give that letter to Lori!" Clyde commanded, pointing to the stairs. Walt quickly dropped the letter and darted for his face. "Aah, my prescription glasses!" Clyde shouted, trying to back away from the upset bird. "Lincoln, help!"

"I'll save you Clyde!" Lincoln heroically shouted as he swatted the air around Walt to get him away from his best friend. Walt stopped going after Clyde and directed his assault on Lincoln instead. "Get the birdcage, dude! The plan failed!"

"I'm on it! Wait, where's the birdcage!?"

Lynn peeked through the front door, birdcage in hand. "Sorry, my vaulting pole snapped and I need a makeshift! I'll give it back in a minute!" She said before running outside. The two boys were now screaming and dashing around the living room, trying to take cover from Walt's wrath.

*click*

"They sure winged that one, hahaha! This is a keeper!" Luan said to herself, reviewing her hidden tapes for the day. She took out a permanent marker and quickly named the tape 'Lincoln and Clyde bird fail!' before placing it in the pile of the other Lincoln-related footage. It was a quarter 'til midnight and she still had a plethora of videos from around the house yesterday to check through. Sometimes there would be so much good material that she would be the only one awake before completing her reviews, and today was a gold mine.

Next on the chopping block was camera #2-005 in Lincoln's room. Every bedroom had a camera, but she liked to start with his first, since he's always up to something. She pressed fast forward and got comfortable in her beanbag chair. Those cameras lasted all day, so she could sit there on x20 for a good while. Luan continuously slowed the video when any action happened in the room. It's been 18 hours video-wise and nothing of interest has happened.

It was Lincoln's bed time and Luan was about to just end the video there. What material would a sleeping Lincoln be after all? As Lincoln slid under the sheets and Luan slowly moved her finger to the stop button, she noticed something strange going on in his bed. She rewinded a bit and slowed the video. There was a visible thumping coming from the blankets. At first, Luan didn't know what he was doing. Did he take Lori's phone and was catfishing Clyde? Was he just playing one of his handhelds? Was he...

Lincoln suddenly pulled himself away from the sheets, devoid of his underwear. Luan gasped but quickly covered her mouth. She darted her head towards Luna, who was snoring on the top bunk, earmuffs still in place. Out of anything she expected from her younger brother, this was among the last of them. She's caught most of her older sisters 'playing around' before, but she just skipped forward past those, thinking nothing of it. Lincoln was a different case. She's been secretly taping him and the others for years, but this was the first time she ever saw him exploring his... sexuality.

Unsure of what to do, Lincoln kept wiggling around his erect manhood, staring intently at it. Luan wanted to stop the video, but her hands wouldn't budge. She wanted to look away but her eyes were glued to the screen. Soon enough, those paralyzed hands started to move down her body, rubbing herself through the fabric of her yellow skirt. Lincoln tried different stroking motions until he got the idea to grasp his cock fully. The first few strokes sent a wave of pleasure through the boy's mind, signaling that he was on the right track.

Enamored with his technique, Luan slid her hand down her skirt, slipping two fingers into her quivering privates. Drool dripped from her chin, but she was more concentrated on the scene unfolding before her. As Lincoln increased the quickness of his strokes, so too did Luan's fingering. She slid her spare hand into her shirt, gently flicking her developing breasts.

Lincoln's body started to jerk as his pace quickened. Luan knew what was coming, she's seen a few videos from the internet. Luan used her unoccupied index finger and thumb to massage her clitoris. This drove her insane with pleasure, but she slowed herself down to match her brother. She forced herself to stifle her moans, but a few squeaks were let out by accident. The two were at their limits, and Lincoln felt something was about to come out. He grabbed a tissue from the box near Luan's camera and placed it by his engorged dick. With a quiet groan, he ejaculated onto the wadded up tissue, some excess seed dripping onto his hands. The close-up view of this sent Luan into a frenzy, causing her to violently jerk as she came several times inside her clothes.

Satisfied, Lincoln threw away the tissue and groggily walked back to his bed, knocking himself out the moment his face touched the pillow. Luan slid her wet fingers out from her folds and sucked the liquids off them. She stopped the recording and took out another marker. She labeled this one '1970s Tax Policies (for school project)*' and placed it in her special drawer. Still gasping for breath and her mind racing, Luan knew only one thing.

She wanted more.

--
"Well well well, if it isn't Ace Savvy!" Lola said, confronted by her brother in the basement. "To what do I owe the pleasure of my life-long rival today?"

"You know exactly why I'm here, Pageant Princess! Hand over One-Eyed Jack!" Ace Savvy demanded.

Pageant Princess took a sip of her teacup and posed dramatically to her side. "Oh, you mean mono-eye over here?" She teased, pulling a tied up Clyde to her side. "Don't worry, I'll give him back... once he's done attending my tea party! Mwahahaha!" A lightning strike could be heard through the distance.

"Erph Smmvmmph, hmmph mhh!" One-Eyed Jack muffled though the rope.

"I won't let you lay a prissy little hand on him! Yaaaagh!" Ace Savvy charged at his nemesis, but tripped on his cape and tumbled into the dryer. Pageant Princess turned it on and watched the hero spin around like Geo in his hamster ball.

"Looks like I win again, 'Ace'! Have fun with your shriveled up underwear!" Pageant Princess said, triumphantly dragging One-Eyed Jack up the stairs. "Hope you like green tea!"

The impact of the stairs loosened the rope around Jack's mouth. "Noo, not green tea! I'm allergic to green tea!" He shouted, his cries of disdain lowering as he ascended the house.

*click*

"Looks like Ace Savvy is all washed up! Hahaha!" Luan joked, naming the tape 'Lincoln gets a wash!' and placing it with the others.

Luan glanced at her roommate, who was finally sound asleep. She paused for a moment before dashing back to the screen. Now that she was to herself, she played the latest recording of #2-005. Luan was erratically breathing in anticipation as she watched the video on fast forward.

Finally his bedtime, a dejected Lincoln walked into his room. As he was removing his shrunken superhero clothes, a box sprang from his window, hitting him in the back of the head. Curious, he opened the box, containing a note and a double-bagged object. Lincoln unwrapped the note and read it to himself:

	"Dear Lincoln,

	Here's a little gift from me to you. Never speak of this.

	Love,"

	"Christina." Lincoln and Luan said in unison.

Lincoln excitedly put the letter away and reached for the bag. Luan's face was connected to the screen at this point. The slowness of her brother's actions were driving her insane. He opened the bag and recoiled at the sight before him. It was a pair of pink, freshly soaked panties. Lincoln stared wide-eyed at the garments, not sure how to react. "Come on..." Luan quietly pleaded. Collecting his thoughts, Lincoln pulled the panties closer and meekly sniffed the wet spot. That was all Luan needed for her juices to flow like a broken dam. Squealing in ecstasy, she plugged two fingers into her privates to prevent herself from soaking the floor. The combination of pulsating vaginal walls and a quivering hand caused her liquids to spray in her skirt like a sprinkler.

Filled with hormonal lust from the scent of womanhood, Lincoln removed the last of his clothes and began to furiously masturbate with the panties wrapped around his head, the crotch area covering his nose. Luan chuckled at the ridiculous sight and moved her fingers around her insides once more. His form was getting better since his last attempt, and Luan studied that form with an unwavering view. Lincoln backed into his bed, giving his sister a spread-eagle view of his naked body. She roughly bit a finger on her free hand, trying to avoid letting out any more loose squeals.

Lincoln's fapping started to gain in speed, the quick impact of his strokes caused his testicles to bounce around wildly. Luan knew the drill and started to massage her clitoris again. Cursing himself for not remembering to bring them to his bed, Lincoln ran to the tissue box to finish his business. His sporadic movements caused him to clumsily knock the box to the ground. As he reached down to grab a tissue, he noticed an unfamiliar object on his desk.

Fuck.

Luan was still quivering. Not in ecstasy anymore, but in pure fear. Her stare was now being matched by her little brother, who was investigating the camera. This was it. Her life was over and she couldn't continue. She wanted to rush into Lincoln's room and stop him, but she remembered that this was only a recording. Her only option was to keep watching and find out how her emotional death sentence was going to be carried out. Lincoln slowly removed the panties from his head and looked at them. He then looked back at the camera.

And then he continued masturbating.

Luan was in absolute shock, more so than yesterday. She watched her brother go back to town, but she was too confused to do anything. Once again quickening his pace, he pulled the panties near his cock and moaned. "Oh, Christina!" He said, ejaculating directly onto the soaked area of the panties. Breathing heavily, Lincoln placed the panties in the box and covered himself back in his own underwear before going back to sleep.

*click*

Luan blankly stared of the black screen. She couldn't deal with this right now. She just labeled the tape 'TBA' and placed it on top of the other special tape. She needed to sleep this over and figure out what the heck just transpired.

The next morning, Luan woke up uncomfortably, still wearing her crusty skirt from the night before. She dragged herself out of bed and went to get a fresh pair of clothes from the drawer. Opening the shelf, she was surprised to find a package on top of her skirts. She opened the box, revealing a camera, used pink panties, and a note. Luan nervously unwrapped the note.

	"Make sure to erase your nametag off the panties next time."

--
"You ready to eat dirt, Lincoln?" Lana said.

"Right after you taste defeat." her brother replied. The two sat by Lincoln's new toy racetrack. The stakes were higher than ever, and they both knew it. Lincoln clutched his tiny car controller in his hands while Lana rubbed the lizard she was holding. She placed the reptile onto the track by his car. The lizard looked back at its mentor, giving her a quick glance of confidence.

"Three, two, one... zero, negative one, negative two," The referee continued to count down.

"Leni, it's thee-two-one-go, you don't count down any further." Lincoln said to his older sister who was wearing a referee shirt and a pink whistle.

"Whoops, sorry!" Leni said. "Three, two, one... go!" With that, the racers were off. Both the car and the lizard were neck and neck for the first lap. Lana's lizard started to show fatigue and slowed down behind the car for the next one. Now at the final stretch, Lana started to shout words of encouragement to her racer.

"Come on, Izzy! This is what we've been training for, I know you can do it!"

As Izzy heard those words, she sprang forward on top of the car, giving her a ride. Lincoln frantically swerved the remote-controlled car around, trying to knock the reptile off to no avail. He took a wrong turn and slammed the hood of the car into the wall. Izzy took advantage of this and ran for the finish line, taking 1st place.

Leni blew her whistle as the race ended. "The winners are Izzy and Lana!" She declared. Lana dashed to the other side of the racetrack as the lizard leaped into her ready hands. As the two were celebrating, Lincoln checked to see if his car had any damages. Other than his pride, there were no signs of damage as far as he could tell.

Lana walked up to her brother and gave him a smug, expecting look. Lincoln let out a heavy sigh. "I know, a deal's a deal, I'll clean the toilet. It can't be that bad, right?" He rhetorically said.

A flushing sound came from upstairs as Lynn descended into the living room. "Whew," she said, waving the smell from her nose, "I'd hate to be whoever has to clean that up." Lana burst out laughing as she saw Lincoln's flat reaction.

*click*

Luan skipped the funny quips and looked to Luna. She had taken a little longer to go to sleep than normal, but she was pretty much knocked out by now. Ever since Luan received that note last week, she and Lincoln had been repeating their nightly escapades in similar fashion. Luan would place a camera and an article of her used clothing in his room, and in return, he would put on a little show for her.

The two had never discussed this outside of Lincoln's quiet monologues directed at the camera. In one of the clips, he mentioned that he's 'scared to death of anyone finding out about us'. Luan completely understood where he was coming from and respected his wishes. Excluding the videos, their personal and public interactions throughout the week had been completely normal, but they would sometimes trade knowing smiles without realizing it.

This time however, there was no video. The thrill of their secret was starting to fade on the comedian, and she wanted to mix things up a bit. Instead of leaving her camera in his room, she left a sticky note in its place. Luan quietly went into the bathroom to prepare herself for the night. As she closed the lavatory door, she heard quick footsteps scurry through the halls. Her heart was racing in excitement, but she calmed herself down.

Perfumed up, Luan strolled back into her room and looked at the clock. It was 11:53 P.M. As she went to sit on her beanbag chair, she saw a note attached to it.

	"Let's play hide-and-seek. Come into my closet before midnight."

It was Luan's sticky note from before. It was written vaguely just in case anyone else found it, and she knew Lincoln was smart enough to catch on. She glanced at the closet behind her. The shutters were a little open, but it was too dark to see anything in there. The pony-tailed girl crumbled up the sticky note and dumped it in the trash. She gave a sultry smile in the closet's direction before resting on the beanbag chair. All she has to do is wait until the clock strikes twelve.

While she waited, Luan scooted her chair over to the TV and turned it on to muted static. The extra light helped create a spotlight on her through the darkness. Placing the beanbag in the original position, she looked once more at the clock. It was now midnight.

She turned herself towards the closet. Still unable to see through the shutters, Luan pulled her scrunchie from her hair. Long brunette locks draped to her side as her antenna-like strands stayed in place. Swiping some loose hair away from her face, she threw the scrunchie to the closet door with her outer layer of clothing quickly following suit. The squirting flower from her shirt had unloaded on the floor by mistake, eliciting a chuckle from the girl.

Turning her attention back to her little show, Luan slowly licked two of her fingers, coating them with saliva. She spread her legs to each end of the beanbag chair and circled her panty-blocked nether-regions, making a point to occasionally slide a finger through the visible slit line. Gentle bustling could be heard through the closet, giving her the idea that her spectator was enjoying this. Not wanting to keep him waiting, Luan began to massage her shoulders before descending down her body. As she groped the little breasts she had, she snapped the strap from the back and threw it into the pile. Reaching down to her hips, she gripped the sides of her panties. Luan quickly made a tugging motion, only to bring the underwear back to their original position. Deciding to make up for her teasing, she laid back into the beanbag and sprung her legs in the air, giving the boy in the closet a full view of her slightly spread bottom as she slipped her panties off fully. She tossed it at the closet like the others, but the panties hooked on to the door knob by sheer luck.

Her body was now fully exposed to her little brother. The thought of this drove her wild as she flinched at the feeling of sudden spurts from her womanhood. Lost in her own lust, Luan jammed several fingers into her sloppy womanhood, making her movements as dramatic and deliberate as possible. The saliva was indistinguishable from her juices at this point. With every finger pulled out, several sticky strands of her girlcum could be seen stretching from her finger to the inside of her vagina before being plunged back inside.

Feeling ready for the next part, Luan quickly slid her finger out, creating a gooey mess around her thigh and the beanbag chair under her. She leaned to her side and grabbed her large gag microphone. The bustling in the closet grew louder as she used her cum-coated hand to slick up the shaft of the toy. Bringing it down to her folds, she gave her lips a few smacks before gently sliding it inside of her. She didn't have to worry about her hymen as she broke it failing to place a bucket on a tree years ago. She used the ball of the microphone as a handle while she let the shaft explore her insides.

"Oh yeah, Lincoln...ngh~" She quietly teased, increasing her pace as she rammed her makeshift dildo between her spread-eagle legs. Suddenly, she saw the closet door knob turn. She pulled out her toy as she saw Lincoln slightly peek his head out of the door. From the way the closet door shudders were positioned, he had a full view of her from the inside, so he could only be out here for one reason.

Finally getting a view of her spectator, Luan waiting for him to take his next action. Sweating bullets, he fully removed himself from the closet. He was just as exposed as she was. While Lincoln himself was having trouble looking at her, his cock was at full attention for the girl. It was clear that he wanted something, but he couldn't spill the words out. He instinctively tugged at his polo shirt before realizing he wasn't wearing it.

Watching the sad scene unfold before her, Luan dramatically cleared her throat. Looking back to his sister, he was greeted to a doggy-style position. She hooked her finger behind her, giving him the message to go ahead with whatever he wanted. The horny child obliged and knelt down to Luan's folds. A scent of roses passed his nose as he moved his fingers around her folds like putty. While Lincoln had always gave Luan a close-up view of his own privates, this was the first time the roles had changed, and he was soaking it in. He dove his tongue into her nethers, licking up the juices she had accumulated from before. They had the taste of cream pies, giving him even more of an incentive to clean his plate full.

On the other side of the beanbag, Luan chomped on the chair as she could barely stifle her moans. Quick exhales frantically left her nose as she patted her clitoris, trying to communicate to him to concentrate on that area. He understood her sign language and went to town on the pink bump. Lincoln suckled her small clit and flicked his tongue up and down its base. She started to shake in her chair before cumming once again. Unprepared, Lincoln's face was now full of her juices. He licked anything his tongue could reach before getting up.

Lincoln tapped his sister's shoulder to make sure she was okay with what he about to do. She quickly stretched upwards and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Lincoln didn't need any more encouragement as he slowly slid his cock into her aching folds. Unable to take it, Luan frantically stuffed her mouth with the microphone to get some sort of noise cancelling. As Lincoln pounded her pulsing walls with a circling motion, she took out the microphone and looked up to Luna. Amazingly, she was still asleep. Letting out a heavy sigh of relief, she was interrupted by another heavy thrust, causing the ravaged comedian to let out a loud squeak. She closed her mouth with her palm and frightfully darted her eyes to the top bunk. Still asleep.

Wanting to change positions, Lincoln tried to flip his older sister to her side. Unable to think the plan through his lust-filled brain, Luan understood his plan and quickly shifted onto her back. Lincoln took no time in ramming his sister once again. The two lovingly stared into each other's eyes as Lincoln held her thighs to the side. During his thrusts, the boy got the idea to fiddle around with Luan's clit since she loved it so much earlier. Rubbing the love bump with his index finger and thumb, Luan stopped staring as she clenched her eyes in bliss. She bit into a close strand of her frizzled hair as she let out another wave of pleasure onto her younger brother's cock. Driven into a frenzy, Lincoln suddenly slipped his cock out of her folds and ran to her mouth, plunging his dick into her throat. He groped her flat chest for stability. Completely disregarding her braces, he pounded her upside-down face as he finally unloaded his seed into her mouth. The two stood there for what felt like forever as her younger brother shot spurt after spurt down her throat, satisfying her thirst. With a wet plop, Lincoln's shrinking cock left Luan's mouth, excess cum dripping from her lips.

Knowing how drowsy Lincoln could get after ejaculation, Luan shook his head to ensure that he stood awake. The two stared at each other once more.

"Boy, you sure were ASS-ertive...heheh...get it?" Luan quietly said, huffing through her exhaustion and licking her lips. Lincoln responded with a nod before the two embraced once more in a hug. "You know," Luan whispered into his ear, "you can cum inside next time. I bought some birth control just for you." Lincoln incoherently mumbled as he took her words into future consideration. She patted him on the back and shoved him to the closet. "Go get your clothes back on and get some sleep. We've got a long day tomorrow." She winked before getting her clothes back on as well.

As she covered herself in her sheets, she saw Lincoln finally exit her room. "Lincoln," she quietly shouted, "I love you." He gave her a nod and a smile as he slowly exited the door. Luan dozed off to sleep with a smile of her own. As Luan began to heavily snore, the top bunk rustled above her. Luna jumped to the floor as she sneaked behind her drum set, grabbing a purple camera of her own.

--
"I think I've got it this time, honey!" Lynn Sr. excitedly said, hovering a puzzle piece over the unfinished collection. "It goes riiight..." Bringing the piece down, he tried to jam it into shape, but to no avail "...not here."
 
"How about you try another piece and come back to that one later?" Rita advised, "You've been trying to solve that for about five minutes."
 
"I picked up the piece, Rita. I have an obligation!" He declared, continuing his struggle to fit the piece into the tiger-themed picture.
 
Rita chuckled, "I guess I know where our little Lynn gets her determination."
 
"Make way!" As if almost on cue, Lynn Jr. dashed into the kitchen, recklessly circling the busy table to the other side. Kicking her father's chair by accident, he scrambled around to not lose his jigsaw in the cluttered, unused pile. Several loose pieces still fell to the ground. "Sorry, dad!" She said through tired huffs.
 
"Well, at least it wasn't from the picture." Her dad sighed in relief.
 
Unbeknownst to him, Lincoln slid into the kitchen from the other end, football in hand. "Heads up, Lynn!" He moved forward to throw the ball to his waiting sister, only to trip on a scattered pile of puzzle pieces, forcing him to careen head-first into the table. He couldn't see his dad's face over the jigsaws flying upwards, but he could tell he was furious. Rita was on the other side of the table, trying to hold in her laughter.
 
"Lincoln Loud!" He snapped. Lincoln and Lynn looked at each other before booking it out of the room together, postponing their game of football-tag.
 
*click*
 
"I'm sure Lincoln was puzzled about that one! Hahaha!" Luan joked as she reached for something to write with. Ever since her escapades with Lincoln two days ago, she's found herself in higher spirits than usual. Her sisters noticed her change in personality, but most of them had falsely chalked it up to Luan hitting another subscriber milestone on her comedy blog. Snapping the cap off of her permanent marker, she labeled the tape "Lincoln ruins puzzle night!" before stacking it on the pile of other quality material from the day. Thanks to her good mood, she had managed to complete most of her daily camera reviews half an hour earlier than usual. It was, however, still late at night. All she had were two tapes remaining; one unknown from the pile, and camera #2-005, which she saved traditionally for the last tape.
 
Wanting to get her pre-#2-005 checking routine out of the way early, she looked to Luna, who was rolled closer to the wall than usual. Upon further inspection, Luna suddenly began to snore as her earmuffs drowned out her own cacophonous sounds. It was all the confirmation Luan needed to continue. Not bothering to look at the tape number, she pressed play on the recorder, ready to sit through another days worth of potential material.
 
Getting herself comfortable, it didn't take long for Luan to realize that it was the camera in her bedroom. Being in there for most of the day, she considered stopping it there due to the lack of excitement. She knew from experience, however, that anything can happen when you're not around, so she continued regardless. Several minutes in, Luan began to feel a sense of déjà vu. Both her gag setups Luna's drum practice seemed awfully familiar to her. Pressing the fast-forward option, she sped through the tape in search of any more familiar moments. The following scene several hours into the footage had confirmed her beliefs. Lincoln ran into the closet as she sat on the beanbag chair. This was the tape from two days ago.
 
As the video continued to play, Luan scratched her head in confusion. She could have sworn that she gave Lincoln that tape for the day to let him go about his 'business'. How did it get back into the new pile? Looking back to the raunchy scene unfold before her, she noticed a glaring inconsistency with the footage. It was placed in a different area than usual. Normally, her camera was placed by the lower-end of the bunk-bed. In this case though, it was all the away across the room. Looking to the original camera spot, it didn't take the comedian long to find another inconsistency; Her camera was staring right back at it.
 
Luan's brightened mood turned into sheer panic as she watched the footage to find more information. After trading a series of incoherent whispers too far away for the film to catch, Lincoln closed the door to Luan's room. The camera continued rolling as Luan fell asleep with a goofy smile. Immediately after she began to snore, a figure jumped from the top of the screen, reaching for the camera. With that, the footage ended.
 
Having only one idea as to what happened, Luan turned around, only to find Luna leaning from the top bunk, staring right back at her. The glow of the static placed a spotlight on her face, showing her nervousness. "Uh... 'sup?"
 
"Luna!" Luan's heart pounded as she backed away to the TV. "Wha... What are you doing up!?" She scrambled to remove the video, but her jittery hands kept missing the eject button.
 
Luna hopped off the top bunk to get eye-level with her sister. "Woah, chill!" She pleaded, "I can explain."
 
Giving up her attempts to save face, Luan stood by the screen. "Please do." She meekly replied. "From the start."
 
Luna took a deep breath, knowing that this was going to take some time. "I woke up early one night to use the bathroom, and when I looked down, I saw Lincoln on the screen, and you... well, I don't think I need to go into that."  Luna let out a quiet chuckle, only to be met with a mirthless stare from her roommate. For Luan, this wasn't a laughing matter. Luna cleared her throat, continuing, "Anyways, I got a little curious and decided to do some stakeouts for a few days by, uh, pretending to be asleep."
 
"W-wait, you were faking it this whole time?"
 
"I have experience with going out to late night concerts. You know how mom and dad can get." Luna shrugged, "All of this recording jazz got me curious, so I decided to try it out one night for the heck of it. Believe me, I wasn't expecting to get all of... that... on tape. Not like it's a bad thing, though."
 
"'Not like it's a bad thing?'" Luan repeated, "Do you know what would happen if anyone found ou-"
 
"Hey, I didn't mean it that way!" Luna quickly interrupted her, "You know I wouldn't rat you guys out like that." She paused for a brief moment, averting her eyes to an area of the room unlit by the TV screen. "Especially when I have my own problems."
 
Luna waited for a response, but was instead met with a cold silence. She looked back to Luan, who was returning to her beanbag chair. Luna took this as her cue to continue. "The more I watched you guys, the more I felt the connection you two had. To be honest, it made me feel like I was missing out." Luna felt her limbs lock up, knowing then it was too late to turn back. "That's why I swapped your tapes for the night. I really didn't know how else to go about talking to you about this."
 
"Luna..."
 
"I want in." Luna bluntly admitted. Silence returned to the room once again. Unfortunately for her, this was when she wanted it the least. Luna struggled to maintain her bold facade as each second passed. In truth, she was a nervous wreck, but she couldn't let her sister see that.

Luan sat still, more confused than shocked at this point. Even with all of her cameras, this came completely out of left field. "So, just to clarify," Luan finally spoke up, immediately grabbing Luna's attention, "you like Lincoln... that way, too?"

"I wouldn't ask if I didn't, dude."

"You know what's funny?" Luan rhetorically asked, "With all of the footage I have, I still never would have guessed that."

"Not to toot my own horn, but with the things I do, hiding stuff comes naturally." Luna said, tooting her own horn. "I can fake it with the best of them all. That includes you, luv." The two shared a quick chuckle at Luna's playful remark before remembering the situation at hand.

Luan got up from the beanbag chair to fiddle with the TV. "As for your request," she said, taking out the tape, "I don't see why not, but-"

"Really!?" Luna shouted before catching her loud tone. "You're the best sis!" She made sure to whisper this time, as to not disturb the rest of the sleeping house. As Luan moved out of the television's now blue light range, Luna realized a problem in her plan; she didn't think past this part. "...so what now?"
Luan returned into view with a video tape in-hand. "Now we just do a little 'convincing' on Lincoln's side. You leave that part to me."

--
The next night displayed an unnatural silence within Luan's room. No videos were displayed, no new tapes created, just complete, uninhabited darkness. Without warning, a slow creak echoed through the bedroom as Lincoln made his way towards the closet. Earlier that morning, Lincoln found a sticky note on his desk that simply stated "Luna is out. Want to play again?" Having gone through this routine once before, Lincoln immediately understood his sister's request. With Luna being gone to what he assumed was a concert, all bets were off for the night, and he wasn't intending to waste that chance.

Without any lighting, the room was notably harder to navigate. Even without Luna's presence to worry about, the sudden accidental sounds of kicking drums and whoopie cushions still wracked at his nerves. Finally reaching to open the closet, he spotted the outline of another sticky note above the doorknob. Lincoln grabbed it out of curiosity and squinted in an attempt to read it.

	"Press play."

Lincoln began to connect the dots as he looked around for the remote. Luan must have wanted him to give her the spotlight this time, as a way of making these sessions more interactive. He didn't understand some of the things she did, but Luan was the initiator in this case, so he trusted that there was some reason behind all of this. After finding the remote on the bottom bunk, Lincoln did as the note asked and pressed play. An arc of light shined through the room as the timid preteen made his way into the closet, hoping that he didn't waste too much time before Luan's return.

As he peeked through the shutters of the closet door, Lincoln noticed that the screen wasn't displaying bright static as he was used to, but instead was playing a video. Unsure if this was intentional or a mistake on his part, Lincoln decided to watch the video to pass the time, not wanting to screw anything up more than he possibly did.

The video quickly became familiar to Lincoln as he saw footage of himself sneaking into the closet. It was a recording of their first session, one that he's traded with Luan over the past few days. Even after watching it multiple times over, he couldn't get enough of it. He quickly became enamored with the content, shuffling around the closet blinds to get a better view. 

Several minutes into the video, Lincoln felt a pair of cold hands brush against his neck, causing him to flinch out of fearful surprise. The hands quickly retracted as his breathing grew heavy. He darted his eyes back, forgetting in his panicked state that it was too dark to see anything. He looked back to the screen, his body still shivering. The hands returned, this time gently caressing his shoulders in an attempt to put him at ease.

As Lincoln's breathing normalized, the hands gently ruffled his hair in a playful manner before retracting once more. Passing his initial fright, he settled down after realizing it was just Luan. Left to himself, Lincoln continued to view the video. It was all he could do as his body tensed in anticipation for the caring grips to return. For a short while, the hands never came back, teasing him as he stood still, on-edge from anticipation.

Watching the recording of Luan pleasuring herself, Lincoln felt a light tug at his zipper as it slowly became undone without his help. The boy began to sweat as he felt a quick huff of air graze his underwear. The remaining fabric was quickly slid to the side as the hands fished out his manhood, now standing at full mast. A quick smooch to his cockhead forced a shudder out of Lincoln before the warm mouth of his "unknown" companion fully engulfed his shaft.

Lincoln held the closet shutters for balance as he fully submitted to his invisible lover, letting them do what they pleased as he continued to watch the video. The lips pumping his erection were slow and cautious, working to make every plentiful inch count as he felt their tongue coil around his base. The sensation caused Lincoln to buckle his knees, driving himself several inches further into them by complete accident. They didn't seem to mind, however, as they lingered for a short moment, their throat fully hilted. Tilting back, a wet pop rang through the closet as the lips fully detached from his member. Lincoln felt a kiss planted an inch above his cock as he was left alone again.

He didn't mind waiting for them to recuperate thanks to the entertainment in front of him. The footage rolled on as Lincoln rutted his older sister from behind, both of them a sweating mess. Despite the momentary pause from stimulation, the video kept Lincoln rock-hard, readily waiting for whatever his partner had in mind.

The short reprise ended as the hands returned, feverishly grabbing his dick. The grip was notably more sweaty than before, but he didn't mind the extra lubrication as it lathered his manhood along their movements. A thumb reached out to massage any unoccupied skin from the handjob as the act began to quicken. Lincoln started to slowly lose control as the hand in question tried to forcibly milk him of his seed. Not wanting this to end so soon, he regained his composure, working against his body as the grip on his cock slowed down, devoid of their efforts as they released him.

Lincoln's erection twitched uncontrollably as he heard a feminine sigh, the warm breath washing over his penis, before he felt what he assumed to be cheek rub against his groin. It was just as wet as the hands, he noted, before it brushed back towards his head, planting a heavy smooch to his tip before enveloping him again. The motion was just as aggressive as the handjob, seemingly hoping to take what was rightfully theirs.

Lincoln continued to pay attention to the footage as his companion went to town on him from below. It wasn't until now that he noticed something odd about the video. From the several times he saw the footage before, it was never shown in the angle onscreen. Lincoln quietly mumbled to himself, wondering about the difference before a finger quickly pressed against his lips. Lincoln assumed that he was killing the mood and quickly shut up before returning most of his attention to the video, still trying to understand the inconsistency. 

Without warning, a free pair of hands cupped his balls, causing him to shiver in surprise as he continued to be sucked for all he was worth. Once again, Lincoln found himself at his limits, but he tried to hold on for as long as possible against the onslaught his privates were taking.

The video began to run its course as Lincoln watched himself stagger out of the room, tired from the heated night. As Luan passed out, he expected the video to end there. To his surprise, it didn't. Lincoln's eyes were glued to the screen, unsure of what was going on. Shortly after, a silhouette jumped from the top bunk, grabbing the camera by the drum set.

Lincoln's heart was pounding as he struggled to deal with different emotions at once. His body loosened its grip on the closet, causing him to once again plunge further into his hidden partner than expected. His sudden lapse of concentration triggered his climax, sending thick waves of cum down their throat. This time, they recoiled back, coughing.

"Gugh, take it easy, love!"

Lincoln couldn't breathe. He had to get out of there. As he moved back towards the closet wall, another pair of hands hugged him, caressing him with the familiar care from earlier. "Lincoln, it's alright." Luan whispered into his ear. He felt a second pair of hands on his chest. "She just wants in on the fun, that's all..." Luan slid her tongue across his earlobe, eliciting a shiver from him.

The tape finally ended, bathing the room in the light of white static that Lincoln had grown accustomed to. As the light shined through the closet, he could finally see who's who.

"...Luna?"

Pressing her hand onto Lincoln's chest for balance, she knelt up to match his height. She could feel his heart slamming into her palm through his shirt. "Chill, dude." She whispered, "I ain't gonna hurt ya."

Despite her and Luan's attempts to soothe him, Lincoln was wrought with fear and confusion, his mind as jittery as the static on the television. He turned back to Luan, whose loose hair brushed against his face. "W-what's-"

Luan placed a finger over his mouth, shushing him again. "How about we play twenty questions later?" She jokingly asked. Lincoln looked up at her as she returned his gaze with a comforting smile, a contrast to the his blank expression. Luan couldn't help but giggle at his nervousness. All jokes aside, she knew that she had to be serious, both for him and for Luna. "Hey, sorry I didn't tell you earlier. I wanted it to be a surprise."

Lincoln tried to slow his mind into forming cohesive thoughts as Luan busied herself by brushing the side of his hair with her thumb, giving him time to assess things for himself. For everything that they've done, Lincoln trusted her with his life, and while he didn't fully understand why Luna was involved, knowing that Luan didn't have a problem with her there had helped to put him at ease.

Luan felt his body loosen around her grasp as his tension began to fade. "See? Everything is  alright." She manually turned his head towards Luna for a short moment, who gave him a quick wave, leaning on the other side of the closet. Facing her again, Luan placed her hand under his chin and gently pushed it upwards, dragging him ever so closer to her. "And just in case you're having any second thoughts..." her words trailed as she leaned down to her brother, gently planting her lips onto his.

Lincoln's breathing became erratic as he felt her tongue swipe against his own. This was the first time he'd experienced a kiss this deep with anyone, and given their limited time to themselves, he and Luan had never gotten the chance to do it before. Lincoln responded to her movements with those of his own, awkwardly licking around as he attempted to find the right pace. He tried to incorporate the advice that his sisters, including Luan and Luna, gave him several months ago, which comprised of "keep your eyes closed and relax."

Starting to get his bearings, his tongue brushed across a familiar metallic surface. Lincoln immediately halted, quickly realizing what he had just rubbed against. He considered it a miracle those weeks ago that his manhood wasn't mangled by his careless blowjob decision, but with a less lust-crazed conscience, it now became the center of his attention. Luan took notice of his caution and wrapped her tongue around his, taking control as she guided him through her mouth. Soft moans escaped her lips as the two backed into the closet wall, firmly holding one another's hands as they squeezed with any added pressure.

Luna watched on with her arms folded, seething with jealousy from all of the action her sister was getting. As the two finally disengaged, Luna dragged Lincoln over to her before they could possibly go for a second round. "You two've had your fun," She huffed, grabbing the back of his head, "now it's just us, bro." As Lincoln continued to regain his breath from the kiss, Luna pulled him into one of her own, denying her brother of the oxygen he desperately sought.

His sister's words of advice were completely thrown out the window with Luna. She threw herself at him with wanton force, driving him into the closet door as she worked to out-perform her younger sister. Despite her assertiveness, Lincoln felt a tinge of wanting within her. She lapped at him like a wild dog, all the while Lincoln struggled to keep up with her movements.

As her rush of adrenaline died down, Luna briefly opened her eyes to check up on her partner. Lincoln's eyes were lightly squinted shut in preparation of whatever else she might do. The sight of this shook her to her core. Despite her bold demeanor, she was still nervous herself of Lincoln being accepting of her. Seeing him flinching like this, she decided to move back to let him compose himself.

Luna watched on as he tried to fight his exhaustion. Lincoln saw an unnaturally worried look in her as she studied his moves. After a brief pause of staring into each other's eyes, Lincoln placed a cold hand onto the bottom of Luna's neck, causing her to flinch. Flashing a quick smirk, he pulled her towards him with the same level of aggression that she'd shown him, embracing her in another heavy kiss.

Any sense of worry that Luna had was instantly melted as she latched back onto him, dancing with his tongue in a rhythmic fashion. Luna took quick breaks from their clashing to give him soft, deliberate licks to the roof of his mouth, eliciting a shudder from him each time as she used to opportunity to press further into him. 

Luan watched on with a smile, knowing that the two had finally grown accustomed to one another. Both at their limits, they pulled away from their embrace, strings of saliva still tethered to their lips as they gasped for breath in unison. "Now that you two have gotten to know each other," she teased, opening the closet door, "how about we get some more playing room?"

Gladly accepting her invitation, Luna was the first to exit as she unceremoniously plopped down onto the beanbag chair. Lincoln stepped out of the closet, only to feel denim fabric slide down his legs, pausing his movement. He knew from experience what that meant, and the quiet snickering of the girl kneeling below him only solidified his idea. As he looked further down, it only then registered that his underwear was also latched onto his ankles, letting his manhood flop around freely. Lincoln glanced to his side with a heavy blush as he was greeted by Luan innocently smiling up at him.

The two's exchange was interrupted as a quiet whistle echoed from across the room. Now having Lincoln's attention, Luna pulled the bottom of her shirt up with her thumb, sporting a mischievous smirk as she exposed her flat stomach to him. Lincoln fixated his gaze onto her as she continued, fully sliding her purple t-shirt off to the ground, exposing her striped bra. She was slightly larger than Luan, but still small in comparison to her older sisters.

Taking the lack of pants as an invitation to pleasure himself, Lincoln reached down, only for his arms to be swiped away by Luan, who was still kneeling beside him. She wasted no time in substituting them with her own as she grabbed onto his shaft, giving him another quick peck on the tip before jerking him off as he intended to do to himself, coating his cock with the combined saliva of her and her bunkmate's spit.  Having no objections, Lincoln stood there, letting her have her fun as he took the chance to watch on. 

Luna continued her strip session, sliding her skirt down while spreading her legs as far as the descending belted fabric would allow. Now to her feet, she kicked the skirt aimlessly to the side as her boots quickly followed suit. Only clad in her underwear at this point, Luna rubbed a finger in a circular motion over her clothed nipples, hard from the cold temperature of the house. The stimulation forced a stifled moan from her. She used the free hand to unhook her bra, giving her exposed bud a final flick to the exposed flesh, causing a more high pitched squeak to escape her lips.

Down to her last garment, Luna slithered her hands across her stomach, paying close attention to Lincoln's reaction as she stopped above her panties. Lincoln was visibly sweating in anticipation as she momentarily sat still, playing with his emotions. Having had her fun, Luna pinched the elastic waist band, pulling it as far up as the tight fit could manage before letting it go. With a loud 'fwip', the fabric slapped back onto her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body as she dug her foot onto the floor for stability.

The short sensation kept Luna yearning for more. She quickly lapped two of her fingers, coating them in saliva before delving them into her clothed nethers in an attempt to replicate the stimulation. She arched back in the beanbag as she tried to push herself in as deep as possible.

From Lincoln's view, he could see her fingers thump against panties before making their way back into her in rapid successions. Luna bit her lip as she felt herself reaching her breaking point. With a quick swipe, she slid her panties to the side, giving Lincoln a full view of her womanhood as she slammed into her walls in a lust-filled, frenzied state. Luna's body convulsed as her hands continuously twitched, still jammed into her. She slowly slid her juice-drenched fingers out, sucking the nectar from them with a dopey, satisfied smile. She slid her panties to her feet, playfully spinning them around with her toes before tossing it to the side.

Lincoln watched on as his older sister struggled for breath, now stark naked in front of him. He shook feverishly, feeling his own imminent release by Luan's hands, unable to control himself any longer. Several strokes away,  Luan suddenly let go of his cock, letting it wildly pulse with need. "Nut-uh-uh..." She said, looking up at him, "We'll save that one for later." Lincoln shivered as the sudden absence left him craving for more.

Without warning, Luan shoved him from behind. In a desperate attempt to keep his balance, he grabbed onto Luna's legs, accidentally spreading them as far as they could go. Luna gasped at the sudden touch, but didn't mind it. She was, however, embarrassed to have Lincoln's face a mere foot away from her lips. It didn't help that he was subconsciously staring at it.

Luan slunk around the two before placing her hands on Luna's thighs. The sight of her brought Lincoln back to his senses. He loosened his grasp on her legs, but she didn't move them. She wrapped her other arm around Luna's waist, pressing on her folds and pulling them apart, forming a heart with her sister's spread nethers. "She's all yours."

Lincoln gave a final look to Luna, seeing if she was okay with this. Her face was flushed with embarrassment over Luan spreading her lips, but she nodded silently in spite of it. Given the signal, he moved closer, gliding his hand further up her thighs. Luna preemptively braced herself, closing her eyes and nervously biting her lip harder and harder the closer his fingers crept. She wasn't sure what to expect, but given the horror stories from her friends, she knew it wasn't going to be pretty.

Noticing the fear in her eyes, Lincoln leaned forward, placing a hand on her freckled shoulders, getting her attention. She opened her eyes to see him looking at her with an assuring smile. She smiled back, remembering who she was dealing with. Lincoln reached back, grabbing his shaft and placing it by her spread entrance. Luna's legs spasmed lightly, feeling his tip brush against her skin.

Using his free hand to grab onto her waist, Lincoln rammed forward, breaking past a soft obstacle as he delved further into her. Luna let out of pained moan, only to be silenced as Luan took advantage of her open mouth, kissing her as the she lost herself to the heat of the moment. Luna's initial surprise began to fade, realizing that this was helping numb the pain from below. She wrapped her arms around her sister, embracing her actions. Lincoln pulled out, waiting for her pain to subside. Luna began to move her tongue around Luan's, both of them getting a faint scent of Lincoln's breath from their previous encounters.

Luna wiggled her hips, telling him to continue. Lincoln didn't waste a second in response as he arched back, slamming into her with enough force to push her further back in the soft seat. Luna's moans were muffled against Luan as a newfound wave of pleasure washed over her. Every time her brother briefly pulled out, she passively moved her hips, trying to reach for him to fill the empty void that he left.

Luan moved her hands from Luna's lips and held onto her sister's head, applying more pressure to their kiss as Lincoln continued to pound away at her, deteriorating her mind with each thrust. The sight in front of him forced the boy to double his efforts. He raised one of Luna's legs above his shoulders, granting him more space as he plunged himself further inside her depths.

Forceful slaps echoed throughout the room in unison with the shifting beanbag. Luan pulled away from their embrace, taking the time alone to finally strip herself of the sweat-dampened clothes sticking to her skin. She gave a quick shake of her rump to the rolling camera, knowing the two of them would catch it later on.

"Luna... I think I-" Lincoln felt his body involuntarily jerk forward, crashing into Luna's chest before he could finish his warning. Her hips rocked forward, selfishly making up for his sudden pause from surprise.

Luna looked down at her younger brother, still holding him to her torso. "L-Leave it in." she demanded between exhausted huffs, tightening her grip on him, "I want to feel it." The lighting wasn't as strong from his angle, but Lincoln swore he could have seen hearts in her pupils. He quickly continued his pace, now competing with his partner's jutting hips.

With each thrust, Lincoln felt his body squeezed tighter and tighter against hers. The overwhelming scent of sweat burned through the remainder of his senses as he felt a familiar warmth surge through his manhood. He opened his eyes for a brief moment, now realizing how close he was to his older sister's budding nipples. He gave it an experimental lick, flicking the tip of his tongue against her flesh. Luna locked her once-spread legs against his thighs in response, but didn't elicit any audible reactions, to his surprise. He looked up at her, now seeing that she was drooling carelessly, lost in her own world.

Lincoln gave one final shove, fully hilting into Luna as thick waves of his seed spurted through her like a fire hose. Luan's edging from earlier had caused his reproductive system to go into double-time, and she felt every pulse. Luna's body buckled under his weight as she felt herself ejaculate from the stimulation alone. Their fluids crashed into each other, neither of them able to tell whose was which as the excess fluid seeped onto the ground. 

The two sat there, looking at each other with loving stares as they struggled to collect themselves. Lincoln reached a hand up to her face, brushing his fingers through her coarse. frizzed hair. Luna smiled in return, gently pushing his head onto her chest through her now-loosened grip, snuggling him against her. 

Finally free of her clothing, Luan looked over to see the two lovebirds straddling one another. She almost didn't want to interrupt them, but she was a girl of needs, herself. She knelt down to Lincoln, who was struggling to keep his eyes open. She remembered how tired Lincoln would get after ejaculating, almost falling asleep on the spot during their last encounter.

Luan gave him a light shake, trying to bring him to his senses. His eyes opened, but his body wouldn't move, too exhausted to do anything. Inspecting the space around them, Luan realized that the beanbag was too much of a wet mess to be of use. She slipped the boy out of her older sister's grasp, who was still sporting a goofy smile. Luan carried his limp body to the bottom bunk. She adjusted the camera for a better view, accidentally knocking down a nearby opened bottle of birth control pills in her hurry.

Luan watched as he tried to move his hand, only for it to plop back onto the bed. She giggled at his expense. She grabbed his hand and guided it towards her chest, letting him cop a feel as she worked to get blood flowing to his manhood again. There wasn't much to work with, but Lincoln didn't seem to mind. Lincoln watched as his older sister controlled his body for him. She wanted him to continue as much as he did, but he wasn't sure if he had the energy to. Luan straddled her body above his own, grinding against his dick. To his surprise, Lincoln felt himself getting erect, but he could still barely move.

Luan watched with bated breath as his manhood hardened against her stomach. She didn't spend any time waiting as she hopped onto his cock, waiting a whole week to relive the sensation. She happily put in all of the work, letting Lincoln become a spectator of his own acts.

The two felt a sudden pressure behind them on the bed. Before Luan could turn around, a pair of freckled arms snaked themselves around her, gently twisting her nipples. Luan let out a loose moan in response. Given the time to recover, Lincoln found the strength to move his limbs. With a quick stretch, he sat up, covering Luan's moaning mouth with his own as she continued to bounce against his rock-hard shaft. Lincoln took control of their kiss this time, seamlessly maneuvering her mouth while she worked to compete with his tongue. The two of them working together sent her body into a frenzy, causing her to convulse as her juiced sprayed onto the bed sheets.

The combination of Luan's erratic movements and the waterworks from below only expedited Lincoln's finish. He pushed further into her mouth, losing himself once again as he shot the remainder of his spunk into Luan.

The three of them crashed onto the bed together, satisfied and wrought with exhaustion. "So... are you happy with your surprise, Lincoln?" Luan asked, breaking the silence, "Lincoln?" She rolled over, only to see her younger brother fast asleep on her bed. She glanced over to Luna, who was taking up most of the bed space, resting next to Lincoln. "You can tell me tomorrow." she said, quietly chuckling to herself as she drifted off to sleep. 

--
*Song failed!*

"Come on!" Luna complained, rapidly tapping the guitar buttons out of frustration, "This gives you no time to react, dude! I press the green button right on the dime and the bloody thing goes 'nope, too late!'"

"Boy, this game is really pushing your buttons, huh?" Luan snickered at her own joke, sliding across the couch to nudge her sister on the arm, "Get it?"

"Yeah yeah, loud and clear." Luna groaned, slouching back. "I don't get how you do this, man."

Lincoln took the controller from her, ready to start his turn, "You just need a little motivation is all." He said, reaching for a spare guitar controller. "Here," he gave the controller to Luna, who begrudgingly took it, "If you can beat me, you'll get another round tonight. How's that?"

Luna's eyes immediately darted to the screen. Luan giggled at her reaction as she watched the two go at it. She looked towards Lincoln, who almost seemed to be missing some buttons on purpose.
--
*click*